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BE prospect of spending Christ-
mus eve nand part of Christmas
doy at "“the bospitable Pines"
In Bixby was not especlally

pleastng to we; but, since cousins of
the Welch persunsion nre few and far
between, [ did not feel justifiad In re-
fusing Consin Clarp's Invitstion. Be
eldes thut, Bixby was only a few miler
diyrant from Mayville, where 1 expect-
ed to put 1o A more or less painfal sea-
son Christmas evening

Therefore | wrote Clara that I'd ar-
rive on the 5:30 truln Christmas eve
und remadn with her nntll 4 o'clock the
following afrerunon, In this conpec:
tion 1 mentioted pefther my destina-
tion after 4 o'clock nor any prospective
dellglit there

Truth to tell, in my thoughts 1 was
lenving that eveniog call as far ns pos.
nible In the keeping of Provideoce,
realizing from past experiences that |
the awmosphere of Mayville had a
curiously unnerving effect on me. The
only preparution 1 hpd made wus to
secure a Christinas offerlug In the
shape of a very small gold band carry-
fng o bandsome dlamond and engraved
inside with the (to me) musical name
“Rey Day."

“But whether it will ever see the
riys of duy,” I sald alond, grimly pun-
ning s I stuffed the tiny box loto my
pocket, “reminios to be seen, s she
uiust take with It such a big Llunder-
ur as wmyself. Oh, for a sllee of Har-
ali's nesurance!" 1 added, catehing up
my wmbrella o running for the street
car

Hurold Welch weas my cousin and
the “other man io the case.” 1 did not |
love my cousin, but then we were even
Lhere

"1 wonder 1 thought as 1 raced
across the platform and sprang on the |
dlrendy moving express, “If Clura has
Invited Harold?

Ten mloutes later my question wus
unswered lu the person of that gentle-
min blmsell strolling lelsurely down
the nlsle of the mmoker, |

“What a doucedly well set up fel-
low! said o mon behind me to his
Feat mate. “Looks as If be bad walked
out of g bandbox, doesn't he ¥

IMarold’s oy unce wias always of
the bandbox type, but I well knew that
his netlons were not alwave, and Miss
Tiay

“LIello, Rol!™ Le erled, surprised, but
not uny better pleased than myself at |
the meeting, “Golug down to Clarn's ¥

I emerged from beblnd my newsps-
per long enovgh to nod. “Yes. Are
Jfl‘.“.'"

e did not reply st once., He war
taking my weasure, a8 usual, with an
air nudgzleal, galling amusement.
The cad has n way of moking me real.
122wy loconvenient leagth, the Inferd
arlty of iy wllor and the cowllek that
adorts the right shde of my bolr., s
eyes  windered upward to the rack
over the weat und ledged oo my high
hot, the 1 b ever indolged in,
wlhille over grin
which nusde
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vville! The Llood pounded nt wx
mpies dnd barned my fice, *Its oll
vith me was tny golemn thought
| searched iy for
muteh case. My flugers encountered |
the tlny Jeweler's lox.  Roefulls 1
pressed It—poor useleys Hitle trinkoet—
and lhoked out of the window ut the
wanther
I coudd not have looked at anvihing
less calenlnted to lmpart consolntion.
There was o storm on, o driving storm
of sleet, rain nnd know, with o heavy
leaden  aky nrud denp |
mud uuderfoot, the outer workl, IS
clally that part of It contilnlng Hishy
bélng nn exnct counterpart to my fee}
Ings
I bad never seen Bleby before
think one view would satisfs
|rersul It
smill unpalbted statlon set dow
protected In the midst of the river Auis
tepting all the winds of heaven, ana
I discovered the moment T had set foo
on the platform that none of the windd
wus resisting temptation.  An Infant
cyclone. wound tulls of mwy
cout firmly around my knees
forced me to hang on to 1oy n
with a desth grip, nll of which graceful
maneivering Harold was r with
rellsh from a window of the ar
As the traln rustied on down the val-
loy 1 whirlik { 1 wround to
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khves, none was in sight |

Froti the statlon a road wound back
among the foothllls gnrbed In gaunt,
alghing pines, which conconled any
&lgus of the hospltality underscored In
Clury's note. It was certuinly the
most unpromisisg looking landscape
ever viewed under the wings of night.

“Wall, l
iu exasperation,

"It sepms to sult ye belter o be |
blowed,” enme &8 volee®from Jhe door-
wny, where 1 discoversd the station
factotom  shedding the light of I|L1I
grinning conntenance on my gloom.

Just then, begulled by a tremcherous
Iull In the storm, I removed my anchor-
lng band from my bat aid ralsed my
umibrells, still straioiog my eyes up |
the road. “"Where In thunder"— 1 be
guo, but got uo further. Down swoop-
ed the wind and, with an exultant
bowl, tore my unanchored bat from
my bead mnd tossed It over the river

bank, t the snme fime turning my silk
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I'l be bhanged!" T ejaculated
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[ umbrelia Inside out with an ominous
snapping of the slender ribs,

The statlon ugent backed Into the
room, “Better come luslde," Le sug-
|gasteﬂ affably, “before your hulr glits
tired of hangin' on to your head."

“Well, I am o a predicument!” | ex-
clnimed, acting ou Lils udvice and look-
Ing around the little statlon In search
]nf my baggage, sent on an eariler train,

“Must have gone on,” sald the ngent,
seatlng himssif on one corner of the
tuble which contnined the telogenph
Instruments.  “Aln't none been toted
In here today. I'll iclegraph for 1"
he added consolingly, “and you'll like-
Iy glt It Lack In the course of o couple
of duys."

In view of the next evenlng that wna
| mdeed the consolation of Job's com-
| forters. “Two days!" T excialmed, hor.
ror stricken. “See here! I've got to
bave It by tomorrow afternocon.'’

The ngent grinned, taklng uncom-
fortably wceurdte mensure of me,
“M-utis, I understand,” he muged, klck-
Ing the table leg. “Girl In the case.
Don't know where you'll find any girl
In Blxhy, except,” meditatively, “at
the Plues.”

Girls at the Ploes! lovolootarily my
band sought my mop of wind dishevel-
od hoadr, seeing which the agent grin.
ned and resumed, *Hived glrls they be,
but that Betty's o beapity,”

"1 noy o cousin of Mrd, Smith,” I be-
gan, with dignity, “Bhe wrote me she
would mee! me at the station'

The agent shook his head.
can't be in two places at once.”

“SWhat do you know about It I de
manded

“She went sorosd the river this after-
noon to Moeyville und hain't got back
yet. Hoads are awfully heavy. Guess
you'll have to hoof 1t up the hUL"

“SBomething of a foregone conclusion,
that i8," I returned grimly, shivering
a8 n fresh outbreak of storm shook the
station.

Suddenly a sheepish grin overspread
the ngent's fuce. He arose and opensd
a door bellnd him, speaking without
looking bnek:
you out to get up there If you'll prom.
Is¢ to spenk 8 good word to Betty for
me—sort of recommend me, you know,

“Bhe

“"See lere, now, T'll tog |

a doubt that the curlons sucking sound
which nrose at every step came from
water inalle rather than outside those
boots,

“A pretty reception this to give an
Invited guest," 1 muttered wrathfully,
thinking of Harold, well groomed, dry
and comfortable, by this time In Maoy-
ville and—perish the thonght—taking
(luner, It might be, with the Days!

Jerking the gate open with unneces-
sary vigor, I sought the kitchem by
way of the back walk and en {nvisible
wire clothesline. This instrument of
mutilation took me on the point of the
chin, knocking my teeth shut before 1
could remove my tongue to a place of
safety and, scraping backward violent-
ly, eame to rest ugalust my Adam's ap-
ple. When I had righted myself and
made sundry remarks appropriate to the
clothesline and soothing to my wound-
ed feellngs I stumbled up the back
steps and applied my kouckles to the
door with a foree which evidently
startled the Inmates of the kitchen.

For an instant sllence greeted my
demand for a hearing; then a hearty
volea with a Hibernian accent arose
from within: “And sure, we darlin’, ye
needn't be afenld to open th' door, Be-
dad, with th’ hammer I'll attind to his
case!™

Bome one approached the door, and a
falot and tremulous volee asked,
“W-who s 1t?

A blast of spow laden wind whirled
up under the cotton uwmbrelln, boxing
my numbed ears and plastering a soft
npplication on the nape of my neck.

“I am  Mrs, Bwmith's cousin!™
shouted.

“Arrah he is, 18 he?' erled the HI-
bLerntan volee, “Lave him give th' color
of his halr, thin!"

The other volee was uplifted In the
strange lonqulry, preferred in weak
tones, “What is the color of your halr,
please ¥’

Under ordipary eclreumstances in-
stead of replying to such Lnpertinence
I would not have stood upon the order
of my going, but with that storm as-
salling my back and the brim of the
derby directing a gentle stream inside
my c¢ollar 1 swallowed my ire and au-
swered meekly, “Brownish, verging in-
to a golden red.”

“Arrah!" came Bridget's trlumphant
tones. "“He oin* th' wan she's lookln'

for, Betty, my dear! Lave hlm out in
th' storm, th' desaver!"

I suspect the wall of the storm was
in my volee ns I ralsed It in protest
“I have in my poclet a note from Mrs.
Bmith which will prove beyond a doubt
that 1 am expected.”

Agnin there was a pause, “That
sounds all right, Bridget, and if Mre
Bmlith has Invited him"—here the re-
marks were direeted at me—"If I let
you ln wlill you promise solemnuly on—
on your honor''—

‘“Whist me, darlin'," came In a stnge
whisper, “sure, and It's dootful If he's
got luny!"

1 strungled a laugh ns the other fin-
Ished bravely—“on your honor that
you'll go away quletly If you are not
Mrs, Bmith's cousin.”

Whenever 1 see ‘er mysell my topgue
gets jnto such o darned wmilxop with
my teeth that [ can't get & word out.” |
I looked eagerly over his hend into
the closet. “Recommend you to Betty?
Well, that T will—you cun bank on that
~if you'll get me out of this hole™
He !4 his best, but the results were

"1 promige,” T replled confidently.

The bolt was slipped back, the door
apened, dnd I, furling my huge umbrel-
In, stepped Inside, the mud dripplug
from my cont and & drop of Wood fuil
ing from my scrnped chin

I certalnly presented n strange ap-

certainly not gratifying to my vanity,
the augent running malaly to breadth,
whils 1 run to hielght. Hls rusty derby
encountered the tops of my ears, while
his roincoat missed the skirts of my

topcoat by a good foot, and his rubliber |

boots, lnside of which my trousers
were tucked, rubbed up and down on
my heels with maddenlog persistence.

pearance, but no stranger than the
seeng Into which 1 had projeeted my-
self. Tn the mwiddle of the room stom]
n scowllng Bridget, ber mugoulir arms
bared to the elbows, a poker In one
hand and a long handled hommer in
the other. Peering over her shoulder
wis Betty, large eved nnd trembling,
| but undeniubly worthy of the agent's
encotiums on her good looks,

“NJoW,” HE DIRECTED, “JUST

ROAD A

Stuffing my shoes into the ralncoat
pockets, 1 grappled wiih the agent's
enormous cotton umbrelly, caleulnted,
e he observed with pride, to Leep n
ten nere lot dry under n ¢loudburst.

“Now" le directed sueccinetly from
the door, “Just follow your nose op
the rond a epell til! you come to a lot
of lghts. That's the Plnes. Go ln and
bang them boots over the kitchen Are
to dry out while you tell Betty that 1
gend o merry Christmas and would he
darned gind to setid her swomething
more If 1 doaped”

I promised and started out on & road
beset by as many difficultles g8 ever |
encounters«d Bunyan's Chrelstian, In
that wind my great umbrelin neted Hie
the sall to a rudderless ship. It top
nent
nnd tumbled me n projecting
stone the next, the ballasting boots he- |
Ing at no time able to keep In line |
with my hend. Moreover, I discovered
presently that the statement concern- |
fog the ten acre lot was pure fletion,
the umbrella containing as many holes
us the agent’s consclence

Alse T discoverad after a half hour's
tramp that the Pines did not contnin
a “lot of lights," There was only one
visible, and that but a faint glow In
the rear of the gabled porticoed pile |
which loomed up before me, shuttered
ntd dark, just as I had oroved bevond

over

FOLLOW YOUR NOSE UP THE
SPELL.”

I shut the door, bucked up sgulust
It nud removed the derty from my
hend respectfully, whereupon Bridget's
severd Tage relaxed, and Betiy, ven-
turing from her refuge, demanded my
credentials.

“The letter you promised to let us
fee" she faltered.

Laying the derby on the floor beside
the umbrelin, I began a prolongedl
search under the susplelous seruting
of four sharp eyes It was nersvous
work. My garments collectively boast
thirty-five pockets, all more or less In-
hublted by divers artleles, After a
frultiess inspection of twelve 1 became
embarrassed. As 1 replaced the con-
tents of the twentleth and no mwesans of
Identificition appeared a feéellng of
gulit stole over me. At the twenty-
fifth Bridget flourished her hammer
and scowled.

“Arrah, Betty, be's a liar! There
ain't hide nor hair of th' letther on
bim, bedad!”

It wan true, as the thirty-ifth pocket
proved, but I would oot give ap.

“You promised"— began Betty, bot I
temporized, listenlng to the storm out-
slde.

“If you will kindly allow me to dr»
my feet in the oven,” 1 begged, an ap-
prehengive eye on the hammer, “1'll go
thirough my pockets again. I'm sure
the pote is with me™

“Bridgel. seclng my wholesome re-
spect for her weapons, relented, and
presently Betty presented me with a
palr of socks, red, but dry, just us 1
bad become dware of another calamity
—only one of my shoes rewalned to
me, The othér had dropped through
the boftomless raincoat pocket some-
where on the road.

Dridget grinoed, evidently reallzing
my general dejection, and without stir-
ring from her position in the middle
of the focor kicked off one of her slip-
pers frayed and down at the heel
“Take "lm that, me darlin’. A folne
mite 1t "ull be to his wan shiny shoe.”

1 recelved her contribution submis-
sively and was stooping to put it on
when an overloaded pocket selzed the
opportunity to disgorge two trim box-
s, one long, one a tiny cube,

As they rolled over on the floor Bot-
ty pounced on them, and at once my
character and dark misslon stood re-
vealed. *“Mls' Smith's spoons”™ she
ahrieked, “the new ones that she had
marked with her inltials last week!
Oh, Bridget, however d1/e Lreak In ¥

“The thafe!” erled Bridget.

Now, those slx epoons, solld sllver, 1
purchased nod had engraved that very
moming as a Christmas gift for my
ungrateful, unhospitable consin, bot
nelther Betty nor Bridget would listen
to the truth concerning elther the
spoons or the ring which Betty next
uncovered.

fitted some way on the morrow in time
fo fulfill wy engagement in Mayville

Alns for the best laid plans o' mice
and men! It was 10 o'clock perbaps
when 1 was aroused Ly o confusion of
gounds outslde the door—volces, ihe
crunching of wheels and loud lnughter,

“Stolen spoons!” I heard In a famll
lar volce. “This Is the richest joke 1
ever got ofi to, Now, show up the con
tents of the other box—the lttle one”

The little box! My halr arcge under
the derby. It was Harold's volce, aud
how in thunder--

Back rolled the door again, and in
drove o closed carrlage, the' side lights
blinding me. Following the veblels
catie Betty und Bridget, the former
tenrfal, the Intter deflunt, still lugging
her hanuner and poker,

“Merry Christmas, Rob!" roared Har-
old, dismounting from the carriage, lm-
waeniate, dry and uncreased. “Behold
m, Clarn, Bridget's cramp and thief!” |

Hugging himself In glee, he proceed.
el to prance around the slelgh, vlew-
ing me on all sides, while the covach-
man, repressing bursts of unseemly
mirth, watched me out of the tall of
hls eye.

Clara, laughing hysterically and
clutehing the spoons in one hand, gave
me the other, explalning as best she

| G. ﬂ - .- | '
iven Away rree !

Lshal] distribute free to my customers beautify)
F Plates, u large quantity of which I have go-
cured for that purpoze. There nre twelve selected
patterns in the most JNPGII! colord, all hand deco-
rated with exquisite designs.-

I can only hint of their many uses, such as for
the decoration of your dining room, parlor eenter
table and for serving dainty dishes to your lady
callers and at dinner parties. ™

Also n very pretty mssortment of F Salad
Bowls and Jugs. All in exquisite designs and
eolorings.

They are now on display snd if you will call at
my store, will be pleased to show them to you and
explain how you ean obtain one or a number of
them Absolutely FREE, Cowme now whils the stock
is unbroken, and secure your choice.

Miss Hattie N. Buky.
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could between her conyulslons of mer-
riment: “We stopped at the house, and
the girla told us of your plight. Oh,

“THE LETTER YOU PROMISED TO LET US SEE,” SHE FALTERED,

“Rey Day," she read In hotror strick-
en tones, while Bridget, ever keeping
a restralning eye on e, reiterated, |
“Ols, th' thafe!” st the top of her volee.

“Now, see here,” 1 began, “lsten to
reason, will you®" But at that Instant
Bridget's gnze foll on the vmbrelin,
and my last hope for mercy flckered
und went out,

“Betty, me darlin’, see th’ umbrelly,” |
she howled. *It's Misther Cruss' sure, |
and this miserable thafe has maode off
with it from th' station.”

Betty at once fell foul of the um-
brellh with blushing cheeks, while
Bridget turned on me, takiog n frmer
grip on poker nod hammer,

“Now, be goue, ye sphalplue! Yo
iyin', thovin' scoundrel, show us the |
bottoms of yer boots divectly."

YAlns” 1 returned without moving
“1 have nooe lo shiow, but 1 do have »
wesspge from this same Mr. Cross,
provided be's the statlon agent, to Miss
Botty."

Betty Llushed still more deeply, bud
tossed her head Independently. After
a moment, however, she glanced over
her shoulder and challenged, *1 don't
believe w wond of [t

"As surely ns ['sit here,” 1 declared
“he Introsted o messnge (o
me ond made me promlse to dellver
It wnd then 1 stoppsed

Bridget came n etep neaper.  Hety
bent forwarnd eagerly. *Out with 1"
commamdeéd Bridget

I hunched down comfortably In my
chalr and sprend my hands over the
hot stove. “Not one word more until
wornlng,” 1 declorsd firmiy, “In the
morning I tell you."

Bridget and Betty retired to 4 cor-
ner nnd consulted, Breilget's face be
Ing turned In my direction silll. Prag
ments of the concluglon reached e
“The barn—slelgh robes—tHl they cote
bhone'

It was Fetty who expinined the cou
neetlon between the fneoherent re
marks, and it wane evidently Detty who
hud persnnded Bridget to harbor e
on the premises I I would sulinll to
the comdlltlons—namely, legve the sto
en goodd with ber antl Bridget, betake
mysell to the harh, Aot
from smoking and e gulet untfl
Smith ghonld return 1mit
the house or not. ns she wished

bt b thdy Bridget grimly added, “so
min't It n u inlle
thinkiu® of th prlgon barsl"

I had glven wy promise; therefors |
submitted sl o led forili In sinp-
plog siipper and dut Jenther shioe,
whille betind me came Bridget, fully
armed, and Lestde heér Hetty holdiog
the lautern, which cast my shadow im
meanse and grotesque, with the old der
by resting on my enrs and the agent's
raincoat flapping about me. At the
last moment Beity had allowed mo the
protection of the ngent's nmbredly, “so
long an it s bis worst one” sho ex-
plnined to Bridget

Batty unlocked hiv harn door and
ralling It Lol 1 to
Ins=lde the o ]
the sleigh,” & “s0 yYon needn't
freeze.” Then she came gulte
and spoke low, “And I hope sou'fe not
n thief and will be here In the morn
ing."

“afy
bere,” I answered solemnly, ¢l =-,;:
Into the frout seat of the slelgh, “but |
whether It will be In & llnber or solld
Ifed condition oanly the morning wiil
reveal'*

The door was rolled back ngaln, and
I was left In darkuess to wrap myself
up as best I could In the fur robe, un- |
der whose warmth I laughed at the |
Ints unplensantness. Floally 1 dozed
off, with the comforting reflection that |
no one but Clars would know of my
predicaments and that T could get out.

solemmnly,

sl
Mre
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A sleigh Just |
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Shade Trees.

Catalapa, Seedling Pecans and Wild Oranges,
Trees 4 to 6 feet high,
Price $20 per 100 delivered to any point on
A. C. L. Railway.

J. H. WYLIE,

Interlachen, Florida.
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Real Estate Agency
ey nold M. Burt,

PALATKA, FLORIDA,

Realty of all kinds bought, sold, exchanged and rented,
Hendquarters of the Southern Brokerage Co,

i the orthodox evening clothes, but

| Rurments

lunnecu-mlrr tod grim emphaals,

I Office oppusite front of Putuam House,

I'm 8¢ sorry, but I had to go to May-

ville, and there I found Harold and
brought him back with"—

The rest was lost on me, for slipplng
out of the wehlele, something held
tightly In her hand, wans Rey Day. For
on# awfol moment I prayed the Hoor
to open beneath me, for no man would
willlngly nppear ridiculons before the
one woman in the world, But suddenly
Rey ralsad her eves to wmine unsmil-

Ingiy. but with an expression In them
toat caused me to dash nside the robe

which still bugged me and rise, lght
hearted, to the occasion nnd my feet.
Tuklng off my derby, 1 made a
Bweeplng bow. "I regret, Cousin Clara
and Miss Day, that T can't recelve you

You can see¢ for yourselves that such
I have on are awmple
enongh to entitle them to be ealled full
dress!"

With that I stood forth to view on
the floor. As 1 turned slowly, flapping
Bridget's slipper, mud begrimed and
drnggled, my brow eclipsed by the
pgent's nt, evervbody was convulsed,
even Bridget,

vArraly, now, Mis' Bmith,"” she erled,
“#nd who would Iver take such a look-
o' won to be a cousin of yer own!”

“You did just rlght, Bridget, not to
take him ln,' gasped Clien. “You see,
Rob, T expectad BEhen would come dur-
ing wy whsence, and 1 told the girls
they wonld know him by his white
halr. But 1 expected to get back with
Rey Dbefore you came, Eben dldu't
coma, and the girls know better than
to admit n stragge man after dark
since the robberies up the river”

"Eepecially such a looking villaln as
that!" erled Farold, “I tell you, Miss
Dy, Iob dldo't look Hke that on the
truln. He was got up regardless of
coat or his relatives' feelluge, But that
wis before he took to steallng nmbroel-
Ing und spoons, and, by the way"—he
turned abroptly on Rey—"what plun-
der did Betty hand over to you? Hns
Rob stolen nnything of yours '

Rey smiled and glanced at me uncer.
talnly, but her fngers did not relax
thelr hold on the little box, Meeting
my eyed, ber own fell, and the color
Ewept up over lber round cheeks,
“Yes." she pepled demurely, 1 fear
he haw,”

as

looked out that be didn't. | glve It
clght t her,” And In the eamie breath
Betty claimed ler reward by adding,
“Oan't you give me the messuge to-
night, slr?"

I certainly could and a1, In 1wy
exuberance of spirits that station agout
got hils pay In full thew o there for
his-outft. My Learty recoinmendation
even overlooked the fack
boots und umbrelln leaked

When Betty retieed, blitshing, 1
found Rey ut my olbow, while r’i:tr.l.
ut the by of the earrluge, begun lond-
Ing packages Into Harold's arms,

Without glunclng up, Rey held the it
tle bax out to me. *It's yours" she
whispered, “Take i."

Wilifully wisunderstanding ler1 bold-
1§ took possession of the hand, box nud
all. “Thank you—deur—its a Chirlat-
was gift which I value above ralies.”

“Oh no, no!" sbe fallered, “I didn't
mean—I meant the—the r—box.”

But sbe did not withdraw ber hnod,
and Harold, glanciog around Junt then
let n package slip from hilw arms, I
reached the tloor with & orash,

“Oh, sou careless stupld!”  erfed
Clarn. “Your Inst hope of Christmus
gift I« shattercd.”

“Bo T sew,"

that Dboth

It

résponded Hurold, with

i

Harold glanced from onoe to the other
of us susplclously, but fust then Olara
clafmed his atiention, while Betty mo-
tloned me back nmong the sundows.
“He was awful niixlous to goe Into
the llttle box," &he w hispored, “but 1
¢
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Atlantic Coast Line R. R.

Goes Everywhere

North, South, East and West.

Consult the “Purple Folder.”

For detailed information, rates, schednles and reserva-

tions see your nearest ticket agent or write or eall on

- A. W. FRITOT,

Division Passenger Agent, Jacksonville, Florida.

or F. A, YARBOROUGH, Ticket Agent, Atlantic Coast
Line, Palatka, Fla.
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E. T. Lancaster.

Racycles,

Bicycles and Bicycle Supplies,
Sewing lMachine Supplies,
Victor Talking Machines and
Edison Phonographs
and Supplies,
Victrolas and Auxetophones,

The highest class and highest priced
talking machines on earth.

Shot Guns and Rifles, all kinds
of Gun Repairing.

School Supplies,
Souvenir Post Cards.
Diamond Edge Pocket Cutlery
and Razors.

Children’s Wagons,
Just the thing for an appropriate Christmas
Present.

Will be glad to have you come and inspect
my stock,

E. T. Lancaster,

420 Lemon Street,

Palatka, Florida




